“America is on the brink of a great 
new age in the history of male-female 
relationships. The new millennium is 
dawning, with the battle cry, ‘Honey 
baby sweetie-pie, where’s that pay- 
check?’”—Page 4 
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Your Quickie Guide to Divorce 


omen are Now. 
Men are Later. 

Women wanna talk it about it now. 

Men wanna talk about it later. 

Women wanna go out to eat Tonight. 

Men wanna go out to eat Tomorrow. 

Women wanna go to the beach when they 
Feel Like It. 

Men wanna go to the beach when they 
Plan A Trip. 

Women say, “Let’s just jump in the car.” 

Men say, “Let’s call triple-A and get a set 
of maps.” 

Women say, “We never spend any money.” 

Men say, “We never save any money.” - 

Women say, “I decided to quit my job 
today.” 

Men say, “I decided I’ll quit my job when- 
ever I get a new job.” 

Women buy stuff they need when they 
need it. a 

Men buy stuff they need when they’re . ‘ 
convinced they can’t wait any longer. 

Women buy stuff they don’t need at the 
same time they buy stuff they need. os 

Men get credit card loans to buy stuff 
they don’t need, so the sensation of not need- 
ing it but having it will last at least three _ 
years. ane oy a 

Women talk about how they feel. ee : 

Men talk about what they can do in the 








Bikini photographer Mariana Morgan and limo 


future to feel good. driver Ray Garaza discuss particle physics during 
Women cry immediately. an academic conference in the sort-of sequel Private 
Men put off crying until it’s the only Lessons: Another Story. 

available alternative. Women talk about their day. 
Women go to the doctor when they feel like there Men talk about their future. 

might be something wrong. Women ask their men to tell them what already 
Men go to the doctor when there’s been some- happened at the office. 

thing wrong for five years. Men ask their women to tell them what’s coming 
Women throw out clothes that are out of date. _ up for dinner. 
Men save clothes they haven’t worn since 1943 Women know exactly what they’re feeling. 

because they think they might wear them again Men know exactly what they’re thinking. 


“someday.” In other words: 


Women are Now. 

Men are Later. 

Thanks for letting me explain 
this. 

Speaking of things men will 
never understand about women, 
Private Lessons: Another Story is 
this week’s flick, thanks to pro- 
ducer Ben Efraim, who decided to 
make a sequel—fourteen years later. 
This is happening all the time now. 
How long did they wait on The 
Beastmaster? Ten years? It took 
twenty years to bring out the sequel 
to Caged Heat, and I think the 
reason is that all these movies that 
were trashed by the indoor bullstuff 
critics back when they first came 
out, end up playing 17,000 times a 
day on cable, and people go, “Hey, 
that’s a dang good movie,” and then 
the ratings for the things are so high somebody 
decides to make a sequel. 

Anyhow, Ben has followed the great tradition of 
exploitation producers everywhere, and made a se- 
quel that has absolutely nothing to do with the other 
movie. Which is good for us, because the first movie 
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Mariana never points it unless she intends to use it. 


was Sylvia Kristel teaching a teenaged boy how to 
make the sign of the Twin-Flanked Tilting Hematoma, 
and Sylvia was no spring chicken in that movie. If 
they brought her back today, they’d have to find a 40- 
year-old virgin to co-star with her. 

So Ben went with an unknown—a frizzy blonde 
named Mariana Morgan—and the idea here is that 
she’s a professional photographer who flies down to 
Miami to do a bikini photo shoot and escape her 
weaselly husband, who’s been slipping around with 
the old Extracurriculus Aardvarkus, if you know 
what I mean and I think you do. And when she gets 
there she gets the hots for her macho Cuban limo 
driver, but then her husband comes to visit, but then 
she finds out that the husband has also been visiting 
the pretty brunette ad agency big shot Mariana 
works for. And meanwhile she’s searching for the 
sexiest woman in Miami, and she finds her at one of 
those ultra-trendy South Beach discos with the video 
walls, this hot little number named Theresa Morris 
who just keeps dancing out onto the roof of the 
building and then strips and does the Horizontal 
Hustle in front of a neon sign while Mariana is 
snappin pitchers. 

It all sounds like pretty standard stuff, but this 
is actually one of the best-written, best-photographed, 
best-directed sexploitationers I’ve seen in years. The 
acting ain’t shabby neither. And I’m a hard man to — 
impress, cause the most boring type of flick in the 
world is the soft-core sex flick. 

I’m impressed, Ben. I didn’t expect much, but 
you gave it to me anyway. 

Twenty-one breasts. Beard-licking. Multiple bi- 
kini dancing. Rooftop topless dancing. Shirt-ripping. 
Gratuitous shower. Lingerie modeling. Aardvarking 
on the beach. Drive-In Academy Award nominations 
for Mariana Morgan, as the hot-to-trot photogra- 
pher, for saying “I want something real, provoca- 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Vampirella, Elvis and Vampire Vixens 


“One of my fa- 
vorite times in my 
life was dating 
Elvis Presley for 
eighteen months!” 
coos Barbara 
Leigh, who was 
also an ex-flame of 
Steve McQueen. 
“IT met Elvis back- 
stage in Vegas. He 
took one look at me 
and that was it!” 
Leigh, the original 
Vampirella model, 
has decided to 


Jersey. Accord- 
ing to everyone, a 
certain editor of 
Cinefantastique’s 
sister publication 
was seen trying 
to get an unau- 
thorized inter- 
view with the 
Mistress of the 
Dark, but 
couldn’t shake se- 
curity. He had to 
be bounced out of 
the hall not once, 
but twice. 


ignited a sizzling romance with 
the lead actress. The happy 
couple met on location in a trailer 
camp which locals called “Death 
Park” due to all the actual mur- 
ders that occurred on the 
grounds. 

Young New York director 
Rolfe Kanefsky (There’s Noth- 
ing Out There) might finally get 
his two-year-old pet project, Hor- 
mones: The Movie, offthe ground. 
The Julie Strain vehicle will be 
shooting in Ohio during July. 

An overwhelming response 
to his retirement may resurrect 


Debbie Rochon et 

make a comeback Vampire Vix- New York talk show host Joe 
since her recent divorce. Posing ens from Venus cinematographer Franklin. “I’ve promised atleast 
for Helmut Newton’s photo Curtis Mattikow is apparently fifteen people I’d return to TV!” 
book, shooting a cover for the so unhappy with the final cut of A sitcom based on office visits 
band INXS, and celebrity the film that he’s suing the editor, from demented wannabe guests 
signings are keeping the ex- Katia Milani. Accordingtooneof will be the next project for the 
fanged femme busy. the actors, most of the close-up king of nostalgia. 

Another self-proclaimed footage was never used. —DEBBIE ROCHON 
Elvis ex, Cassandra (Elvira) Speaking of overheated DP’s, If you have news for Debbie, 
Petersen, madeaguestappear- duringtheproductionofTheSand- drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
ance at the recent Chiller The- man, Ohio-based J.R. Book- Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
atre Expo in Hackensack, New’ walter’s latest, the cameraman TX 75221. 





tive—not glossy, but raw” and “You 
taught me how tojust let myself be’; 
Ray Garaza, as the studly limo driver 
who tells the sensitive story of the 
Silverfish Lovers statue, and, in his 
big emotional moment, screams “You 
had an itch, you scratched it, and 
now it’s over!”; Graham Gathright, 
as the whiny two-timing husband 
who says “I did what I did because of 
my own insecurities”; Nancy 
Strandberg, as a nude model who 
likes to dance in the surf with a blue 
chiffon gown on; Theresa Morris, as 
the wild Cuban party girl who says 
“Whatever I want, my heart needs, 
that’s what I go for”; Deirdre 
Imershein, as the nasty agency 
woman who says “That may be the 
kind of line you use on your wife!”; 
and Dominique Othenin-Girard, the 
director, for doing it the drive-in 
way. 
Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





Ray and Mariana in the dreaded disco scene. 
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With feminism comes a startling phenomenon, the... 


Invasion ofthe Trophy Hubbies 


emember when people first started talkin 
ieee “househusbands,” and it was sup- 
posed to be this kind of “sensitive guy” deal, 
where you would stay home with the baby and 
pick up dirty TV-dinner trays all day long while 
your wife reports to her job as assistant man- 
ager at Wal-Mart? 

Back in the seventies and eighties, it was 
mostly weenies who did this—guys named Brad 
who wear those sweaters with the little buttons 
at the bottom and spend a lot of time organizing 
recycling drives down at the Unitarian Church. 

But lately ve noticed a whole heck of a lot 
of househusbands around, and they’re all guys 
with motorcycles who play guitar and race Jet- 
Skis. 

The feminist movement has come of age. 
There’s so dang many professional women out 
there that guys come out of high school and say, 
“I’m just gonna work at McDonald’s until I find 
someone to marry.” Or maybe they get a teach- 
ing degree so they'll have “something to fall 
back on.” And then they hang around the stu- 
dent union looking for a doctor, lawyer, dentist 
or stockbroker, preferably one that looks good in 
a mini-skirt. They figure they'll stick out gradu- 
ate school, and pretty soon those checks are 
gonna be rollin in. 

I find this very, very interestin. 

At the same time that we have women 
claiming that they’re not accepted in the workplace, 
we have very wealthy businesswomen out there, 
working twelve-hour days, and you ask one of em, 
“Honey, where’d all your money go?” And she says, 
“Well, my boyfriend wanted this Harley, and so...” 

I kinda like this deal. 

I didn’t notice it till recently, when all these gals 
in their thirties with a lotta bucks started turning up 
in the personal ads all the time. That first marriage 
Just didn’t work out, and so now they’re looking for 
a trophy husband—some young 22-year-old whip- 
per-snapper that'll pay em a lot of attention and 
support their career. 

Guys, I don’t know about you, but I say this is a 
good deal. 

Most of these gals don’t even want children, or 
they’re pushin forty and so it’s a little late to spart 
spittin out yard monsters, so the whole thing is very 
low maintenance. 

They get the degree. 

They make the bucks. 

They get the ulcers. 

We hang out by the pool. 





It’s tough living in Rane. as cevealed in Leif 
Jonker’s low-budget made-in-Wichita zombierama, 
Darkness. 


I guess we’d be expected to occasionally go shop- 
ping, too, but I can put up with that. 

America is on the brink of a great new age in the 
history of male-female relationships. The new mil- 
lennium is dawning, with the battle cry, “Honey 
baby sweetie-pie, where’s that paycheck?” 

Speaking of new trends in modern civilization, 
we have yet another homemade zombie movie from 
the heartland. Leif Jonker, the greatest low-budget 
exploitation filmmaker in Wichita, Kansas, spent 
about forty of his hard-earned bucks on this flick 
called Darkness that has some of the most impres- 
Sive gross-out special effects since the original Evil 
Dead. 

Using amateur local actors and what appears to 
be a 16-millimeter camera (it’s one of those hand- 
held Shaky Cams), Leif has created a saga of one 
night in the life of teenagers besieged by blood- 
sucking vampire zombies that do everything zom- 
bies have always done, but with one important 
distinction. You know how you can always run away 
from George Romero zombies because they move 
reeeeal slow, and they do that herky-jerky Zombie 





Chris Mitchell bites the dust—or the dust bites him—as 


vampire Timo Gilbert makes mental notes. 
Stomp? 

These zombies can run like the devil. It’s pretty 
scary when you see this army of teenage zombies 
chasing down a wayward concert-goer, like a pack of 
hounds after a fox, and then all of em chew up his 
body at the same time. 

Unfortunately, Leif forgot one thing—a story. It 
starts great and ends great, but it would have been 
a lot better with an actual script. 

Hell, you can’t remember everything your first 
time out. 

‘Forty-four dead bodies. No breasts. Multiple 
exploding heads. Exploding torsos. Exploding necks. 


Neck ripped open. Bloodsucking. Walk- 
ing dead. Chainsaw attack. Neck-chew- 
ing. Power-drill attack. Stomach-goug- 
ing. Two motor vehicle chases. Hand 
rolls. Arm rolls. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Jake Euker, as 
the blubbering hysterical guy who runs 
into a convenience store and says “We've 
got to leave here! He is coming! It’s too 
late! We’re already dead!” right before 
blowing his own brains out and becom- 
ing a zombie himself and saying “Bleed- 
ing time, baby!”; Gary Miller, as the 
teenage vampire hunter named “Tobe” 
(in tribute to Tobe Hooper, director of 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre), for car- 
rying around a plastic bottle of holy 
water and saying “Not another night— 
God, not another”; Randall Aviks, as the 
chief executive officer vampire, for say- 
ing “There’s nothing to fear—the night takes care of 
its own, and we are the night—I am the breath of the 
beast called night—I am darkness”; Steve Brown, as 
the blood-spurting groaning whiny zombie who leads 
the zombie pack, for saying “Forgive me, Greg” as he 
becomes a blood geyser and his head explodes; and 
Leif Jonker, for the beginnings of a bright drive-in 
career. (Get your hiney to El] Lay, Leif.) 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 

(This is another one you'll never be able to find, 
because it’s so gory that Blockbuster won't carry it. 
Write to me and I'll give you the ordering info.) 


DrRIveE-IN THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


New YORK WEIRDBEARDS & EL LAy AIRHEADS 


June 24: Hand Gun (world cable premiere): The comedy 
version of Reservoir Dogs, about the ultimate criminal dysfunc- 
tional family fighting over a half-million-dollar stash. Seymour 
Cassel is an elderly hood who engineers a heist, but his scumbag 
fresh-out-of-prison son, Treat Williams, wants to take it away 
from him, and Treat’s younger brother Paul Schulze, who 
makes a living selling fake cemetery plots to retirees, soon gets 
in on the chase, too. Add some vicious gangsters and Keystone 
cops, and you have one long chase scene that’s both suspenseful 
and hilarious. Four stars. 

Second feature: Hollywood Dreams (world cable premiere): 
Silicone-enhanced bimbos and marble-mouthed dimwits wan- 
der around a movie set for an hour and a half, occasionally taking 
their clothes off long enough to writhe lifelessly on cheap 
furniture. Special awards will be given to anyone who can 
actually watch all of this. Starring Kelly Cook and Danny 
Smith. Zero stars. 

Third feature: F /X 2: Aussie special effects specialist Bryan 
Brown uses all kinds of robotics and gizmos to nail killers for the 
New York City Police Department—until he figures out that the 
NYPD is full of corruption, and there’s a plan afoot to sell some 
stolen Michelangelo medallions to the mob. He calls in his old 





Bryan Brown wows Rachel Ticotin with the old flaming 
finger trick in F/X 2. 


buddy, Brian Dennehy, a retired cop turned private eye, to lay 
a trap for all the various crooks involved, and spends a few scenes 
protecting girlfriend Rachel Ticotin and her son froma hitman. 
Nice effects, thin script. Three stars. 


AIRHEADS ON THE BEACH NIGHT 


July 1: Beach Babes From Beyond. 
Second feature: Sizzle Beach: Kevin Costner’s first movie. 
Third feature: Blood In, Blood Out: Bound By Honor. 





he porno in- 

dustry got the 
shaft again. After 
thirteen years in 
Las Vegas, this 
year’s Video Soft- 
ware Dealers Asso- 
ciation (VSDA) con- 
vention was moved 
to Dallas, the heart 
of the Bible Belt, 





... Wherein We report From the 
underground, the counter-cul€ure, 


Psycho’s Janet 
Leigh, Scott 
Bakula, Anna 
Nicole Smith, 


General Colin 
Powell, Richard 
Simmons, Flo- 
rence Griffith 
Joyner and direc- 
tor Sam Raimi 
were among the 


andforthefirsttime €he out-of—€he-mainstream , ano €he multitude of celeb- 
in history adult = Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, — “ities in atten- 
video’ suppliers . ic book d oth dance, auto- 
were “discouraged” movies, COMIC oO! S, ano OTNER graphing photos 
from attending. places where misfits Owell. and promoting 


With Dallas’ repu- 

tation for strict observance of obscenity laws (442 
arrests last year), and the District Attorney waffling 
over offering any guarantees of non-harassment, 
VSDA executives felt they couldn’t offer adult ex- 
hibitors a safe environment and refunded their 





money. The annual convention is basically a four- 
day party where video distributors try to out-flash 
each other in order to woo retailers into stocking 
their product. MCA/Universal had a gigantic replica 
of their logo (a globe) suspended from the ceiling and 
was promoting the video release of Darkman II by 
offering conventioneers the chance to get their pic- 
ture taken with Darkman (it made you look like you 
were flying through the air). Other photo opportuni- 
ties included posing with Beavis and Butthead, 
Barney, Ren and Stimpy, or (a convention favorite) 
having your picture put in Alice’s spot in the famous 
Brady Bunch opening credit collage. Burt Reynolds, 





Legendary director Sam Raimi (left) hit the VSDA promot- 
ing the upcoming video release of Darkman II, which he co- 
executive-produced with Robert Tapert (right). 


their videos. In- 
stead of having a booth at the show, Roger Corman’s 
company, New Horizons Home Video, opted to host 
a star-studded theme bash at Planet Hollywood on 
opening night, promoting their upcoming release, 
Dillinger and Capone. Other exhibitor lures in- 
cluded a haunted house, movie audi- 
tion, mechanical bull ride and free- 
bies galore. Despite optimistic reports 
from VSDA executives, most conven- 
tioneers agreed that attendance ap- 
peared to be down this year, many 
attributing the smaller showing to 
the controversy surrounding the un- 
welcome adult video suppliers. Other 
speculation abounded: Dallas is too 
far from the west coast, Las Vegas is 
“up” all night, Dallas is too spread- 
out. However, the most likely con- 
tributing factor is that the conven- 
tion was held much earlier this year. 
It conflicted with the Cannes Film 
Festival, and retailers were unable to 
combine the convention with family 
vacations because children were not 
out of school yet. Some attendees, 
like VSDA veteran Jeff Kaplan of 
Columbia/Tri-Star Home Video, ac- 
tually preferred the Dallas site, find- 
ing it a welcome change of pace. Next 
year’s convention will be held in Los Angeles. 
€ 
Ava Cadell, the sexy Hungarian actress best 
known for her work in the guns-and-garbonzas films 
of Andy Sidaris, has set our loins aflame with her 
new CD, Soundz of Sex: Coming Soon. This is basi- 
cally a techno-rock dance mix of nine songs with 
titles like “Kool Whip,” “Voodoo of Love,” “On Your 
Knees” and “The Art of Love,” composed and ar- 
ranged by Ken Mazur. But the really cool part is 
Ava’s vocals. She basically has an orgasm during 
each song, and then Ken loops the orgasm back into 
the music. It’s great for dancing, and it’s great for 





doing other things, too. It’s a 
Tuxedo Music release, and 
you've got to hear it to believe 
it. If you can’t find it in record 
stores, send $10 to: Tuxedo Mu- 
sic Ltd., 22 N. Main St., Suite 
389, New City, New York 10956. 
€ 

Filmmaker and showman 
Tom Rainone hasjust released 
the world’s first laserdisc trailer 
compilation, Trailers from the 
Crypt. He has masterfully as- 
sembled the trailers from ex- 
ploitation gems like The Wiz- 
ard of Gore, The Manster, She 
Freak, Grave of the Vampire, 
Revenge of the Zombies, Shame 
of the Sabine Women, and has 
intercut them with gaudy vin- 
tage “Coming Soon” and “Now 
Playing” tags from the fifties 
and sixties. Rainone dedicated 
the project to his friend and 
mentor David F. Friedman, 
painstakingly cleaning and re- 
storing the 35mm originals be- 
fore transferring them to digi- 
tal master. “Theyre uncut and 
above all glorious reminders of 
our purest cinematic roots,” as- 
serts Rainone. A producer and 
director of numerous rock vid- 
eos, Rainone pays homage to 
exploitation films through his 
music projects. The Revolting 
Cocks’ controversial banned- 
from-MTV “Do Ya Think I’m 
Sexy” video features The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre’s Ed Neal, 
Linnea Quigley, Jewel 
Shepard, zombies, bikini 
babes, and acameo of Friedman 
as the devil. He recently com- 
pleted a video for The Ramones which offers another 
Who’s Who of B-movie stars including Karen Black 
and William Smith. Somewhere in the middle of all 
this, Rainone has also squeezed in a nine-month stint 
as special effects supervisor on Clive Barker’s Lord 
of Illusions. A limited edition laserdisc release, Trail- 
ers from the Crypt is unrated and costs $39.95 post- 
paid, payable to: Rain 1 Productions, Inc. 859 N. 
Hollywood Way, Burbank, CA 91505-2833. 

e 

Most Americans are overweight or out of shape, 
a condition exacerbated by the sedentary lifestyles of 
the nineties. Exercising, which would help, con- 
sumes way too much free time and cuts into drinking 
time. “A completely unacceptable tradeoff,” alleges 





Bruce Clifton, author of Exercise with Alcohol. He 
has designed a fully integrated alcohol training 
program that includes walking (carry around heavy 
objects like cases of beer or passed-out drinking 
buddies), the beer mug flex, dart-dodging (enhances 
agility), and the rippled stomach retch. Clifton’s 
refined barroom technique emphasizes the impor- 
tance of proper form and posture, a key to impressing 
women. He encourages using the bar as one would a 
ballet bar for stretching between drinks and trips to 
the bathroom (demonstrated in a series of photos by 
the ridiculously unitard-clad author). The 48-page 
humorous booklet goes for $6, payable to: Skull 
Varnish Press, 625 SW 10th Ave., Suite 163B, Port- 
land, OR 97205. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


ATED: G.G. ALLIN & 
THE MURDER JUNKIES 


“Engrossing” “top-notch” “professional” but “hard-to-watch” 
documentary on the ultimate punker, the “violent, feces-throw- 
ing” “monster” G.G. Allin, whose life was “like watching a car 
wreck in slow motion. You can’t look away, but everybody would 
be far better offifit just didn’t 
happen.” This “frightening 
document of human nihil- 
ism”—“an absolute must- 
see”—traces Allin’s life from 
childhood in Littleton, New 
Hampshire, to his death at 
age 36 by a coke and heroin 
overdose after an East Vil- 
lage show and subsequent riot 
in 1993. We learn from inter- 
views with his high school 
buddies, skinhead brother 
Merle, and high school prin- 
cipal that “when G.G. Allin 
was very little, something 
went very, very wrong with 
his toilet training. Ugly, an- 
gry, anti-social, mean, hos- 
tile . . . heck, nobody’s per- 
fect.” At an early age he be- 
come “a sociopathic jugger- 
naut with a pencil dick anda 
bad attitude, the bad boy of 
rock unequalled in audacity. 
Any close friend of John 
Wayne Gacy has gotta be a 
happening guy.” In his leg- 
endary stage act, he “insists 
on performing naked despite 
his miniscule endowment, 
smacks himself in the head until he bleeds, drives his audience 
away by punching them and throwing feces at them, and drinks 
urine until he vomits.” The film unearths “a very gross home 
video,” interviews with band members (bitter ex-guitaristChicken 
John, naked drummerDino, andMerle, who plays bass), as well 
as live concert clips, including standards like “Bite It, You Scum,” 
in which Allin “defecates on the stage, eats the product, and then 
smears the rest of it on his shaved genitals. It’s even better than 
when he stuffs bananas up his rear or beats up female 
audience members. God, I miss him.” Allin recorded 
his first of 20 albums in 1979, was jailed 10 times for 
what he does on stage, and served many years in 
prison for “attempt to do great bodily harm” and 
parole violations. Other Allin standards like “Fuck 
Authority,” “When I Die” and “Suck My Ass It Smells” 
are accompanied by “memorable scenes of vomiting, 
urine-drinking and self-abuse.” As he becomes a “drug- 
fried ruin,” Allin tries to tour with his band but keeps 
getting arrested for beating up people. The end of his 
life is almost “anti-climactic,” but the film concludes 
with “a funeral in which G.G. is buried without pants, 
his hairless member poised to meet Eternity.” “For 
this man the simple admonition to ‘Be yourself re- 
sults in bodily harm to anyone in his path.” “His act 
sucked, but you didn’t dareignore it. And his band, the 
Murder Junkies, was really nothing more than a 
garage band with a maniac for a lead singer.” “It’s 
always disappointing when someone with a totally 
anti-authority ax to grind, which I appreciate, 


Junkies. 





The ultimate punker, G.G. Allin, prepares 
to address Congress, in the incredible docu- 
mentary, Hated: G.G. Allin & the Murder 





turns out to be so inadequately talented. It’s sad that he was so 
obviously mentally ill (as his father clearly was).” “Allin’s biggest 
fan (a guy named Unk, who never missed a show) appears to fit 
the serial killer profile to a T.” “Producer/director Todd Phillips 
is in awe of Allin, who was a sick, sociopathic egocentric, with no 
apparent talent except the ability to disgust and outrage.” “Phillips 
is very competent, and takes a non-judgmental ‘There it is’ 
approach to this subject.” “A nasty social phenom- 
enon made compellingly irresistible.” “Perhaps 
saddest of all, the poor schmuck didn’t even have 
any talent!” “You won’t believe this. Amazing.” 
(One committee member, who had never heard of 
G.G. Allin, literally didn’t believe it. He decided 
this movie must be a “pseudo-rockumentary 
parody. ... They’re putting us on. It had me going 
for a while, though.”) Allin (who else) has the best 
line: “My mind’s a machine gun, my body’s the 
bullets, and the audience is the target.” [Note 
from Joe Bob: Phillips started this film in a Docu- 
mentary Workshop at New York University, but 
ran into conflicts with the university over the 
subject matter and was almost expelled for set- 
ting up an Allin concert at NYU that was closed 
down by the cops after only three minutes. So he 
had to finish it on his own initiative. When he did, 
he went back to NYU for the school’s post-produc- 
tion competition—and won the top award. Since 
then he’s worked for HBO and Miramax Films, 
and is now working on his second film, a documen- 
tary on Al Goldstein, publisher of Screw.] One 
dead body (you know who). Two breasts. [To 
order, send $30 to Film Threat Video, P.O. Box 
3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 1993.] Over- 
all rating: 92. 


Brack HEARTS BLEED RED 





99 6. 


“Dark” “entertaining” “profoundly disturb- 
ing” Southern Gothic fable about a vacationing family who have 
car trouble and find themselves at the mercy of a philosophizing 
mild-mannered killer called “The Misfit” (a “great” “spooky” 
performance byJoe Coleman). When the final showdowncomes, 
the “trashy, boozing” grandma,Zemyla Vaudaux (“too young for 
the part”), finds out she’s not such a good judge of character. “This 
concise adaptation of Flannery O’Connor’s ‘A Good Man Is 
Hard To Find’isboth amusing and depressing.” “Captures the Old 
South perfectly, kind of a poor 
man’s In Cold Blood.” “Direc- 
tor/writer Jeri Cain Rossi 
shows real potential. This looks 
like a first-rate film school 
project.” “Unless youre in a re- 
ally unusual mood, this one is 
about as depressing as it gets.” 
“Surprisingly fine and appro- 
priate country music sound- 
track with songs like ‘Shotgun 
Boogie’ by Tennessee ErnieFord 
and Hank Williams’ ‘Angel of 
Death.” “The short story this 
film is based on is a lot more 
chilling and suspenseful. The 
deviations from the story hurt 
rather than enhance the film. 
Changing the character of 
Mama from a pretentious, rac- 
ist, proper woman in the book 


toa seductress in the film isa big mistake.” Five dead bodies. Cast: 
Miss Xanna Don’t (“well played,” “grabs your attention” as 
Mary Agnes, the son’s Bible-spouting wife), Tommy Turner 
(father), Colin Cheer (riff raff #1), Tod Allen (Bailey), John 
Wesley (Nathaniel Roman), Marya Zoya Green (“wonderfully 
jaded,” “too young for the role” as June Star). [To order, send $17 
to Jeri Rossi, 44 Lispenard St. #1, New York, NY 10013. 1992.] 
Overall rating: 87. 


FREQUIEM FOR A WHORE 


> 6 


“First-rate” “voyeuristic” story of the last day in the “de- 
pressing” life of a drunken street prostitute, the 
“incredible” “very effective” Amy Wallin, who 
“makes you believe you’re watching a documen- 
tary” as she “alternates between hardness and 
vulnerability” while arguing with her boyfriend, 
hanging out with the girls, turning a few tricks in 
cars, and finally going to a “very low-budget 
movie assignment” with “Gideon-Bible-reading 
fanatic” Michael Sandor, where “the bondage 
theme proves to be more than she bargained for.” 
Writer/director Michael DiPaolo “contributes a 
chilling cameo” as her “abusive/protective pimp.” 
“This is the movie Ken Russell was trying to make 
when he filmed Whore. A sobering, harsh view of 
a subject, done ina way that involves, rather than 
repels, the viewer.” “Not likely to become an ABC 
After School Special.” “A very personal and 
empathetic film, but a disappointing ending.” 
“DiPaolo should make music videos for Aerosmith.” 
“The liturgical soundtrack is nicely integrated 
with the visuals.” “DiPaolo has an excellent real- 
istic style. His pacing, visual style, and use of 
ambient room sound are first-rate. But the reli- 
gious music is so intrusive and inappropriate. He 
really needs to lose this religious music hangup.” 
One dead body. Two breasts. Cast: Matt Danowski (“a little too 
obvious,” “has trouble making dialogue sound believable” as the 
boyfriend), Erika Sinclair (“fine” as hooker Contessa), Lisa 
Papineau (“pretty hot in a real sleazy way” as hooker Chris), 
Morris Miller (“steals the show” as a street crazy who walks 
around talking to himself), Marcia Wiesenfeld (mother), Phil 
Prendergast (father). [To order, send $24.95, with a statement 
that you are over 18 years old, payable to M. DiPaolo, c/o 
Chiaroscuro, P.O. Box 2503, New York, NY 10108. 1989.] Overall 
rating: 86. 


EIRD AMSTERDAM 





“Engaging bimbo” Martha Dille leads a “lightning fast” 
guided tour of Amsterdam’s “subcultural underbelly,” full of 
hashish, tattoos, “some really good, and very serious, street 
music,” nipple chains, penis piercing (“let’s not dwell on that 
one”), ared light district, an “outstanding puppet jazz band,” “an 
obnoxious (aren’t they all?) in-your-face mime,” “rampant casual 
nudity” and barbed-wire jewelry. Dille interviews various “lifestyle 
defenders” in the world’s most wide-open city of legal drugs, “but 
by the end it’s clear that the exposure to the ‘casualties’ of this 
situation has put some doubts in the crew’s minds.” “Dille’s ‘gee 
whiz’ enthusiasm for everything around her is genuinely infec- 
tious: ‘I don’t know what it would take to be weird here!” 
“Director Charles Gatewood’s video work is great. He gets the 
most out of this limited format—almost like film. His films always 
have a sense of good-natured whimsy that keeps the viewer’s 
interest even when the subject matter gets boring.” “Dille is 
always a pleasure to watch. She’s so chatty and funny and open. 
I like the fact that, while she’s not naive, she’s also not jaded. In 
fact, the middle-class midwestern corn queen in her comes out in 
the strangest ways sometimes, when she’s kinda judgmental 
about people just hanging out smoking dope all day, when most 
people would consider her life very weird.” “Some of the scenes 





Joe Coleman doesn’t brake for tourists, in the profoundly disturbing 
Black Hearts Bleed Red. 


Gatewood catches are amazing. He gets better with each video.” 
“This sure makes Amsterdam look like a fun place. I’m packing 
my bags.” “Nose rings are like a law there!” “The narration by the 
chick with the nose ring [Dille] grows tiresome after a bit. She’s 
too cool for her own good.” “All of the tattooists seem like 
interesting, happy people (even if they were in a Spanish prison 
at age 14).” Minority opinion: “I’m really very disappointed in 
Gatewood this time. There’s not enough weird stuff, and there’s 
way too much street musician crapola. You can see skinny 
tattooed guys playing guitar on any American city street corner.” 
Twenty-three breasts. [To order, send a statement that you're 21 
years or older, and $51.95, plus $2.73 sales tax if you live in 








California, to Flash Video, P.O. Box 410052, San Francisco, CA 
94141. 1989.] Overall rating: 86. 


LITTER GODDESS OF 
THE SUNSET STRIP 


In this “strange but true” autobiographical “home movie 
within a home movie,” “self-worshipping” rock-star groupie Llana 
Lloyd reenacts her life in what she calls a “psychodocumentary.” 
First her “domineering” activist mom (also played by Lloyd), “the 
most famous lesbian in Orange County in the fifties,” and her 
schizophrenic dad drive her to prove “how flakily normal she is”— 
by becoming a heterosexual super-groupie. She then “suffers 
through the seventies L.A. glitter scene, only to realize in the 
nineties that she is the most important thing in her life.” After her 
“doap-soaked” groupie days are over, she goes on to a career as 
a model, beauty-pageant contestant, Hollywood reporter, “over- 
exposed talk show guest” and “self-actualized poster girl for 
‘Children of Gays.” (“And there’s an artificial insemination in 
there somewhere, too.”) To tell this story, she uses “a combination 
of talk show clips, dramatizations, and old home movies, but the 
home movies are the most revealing.” “Much time is spent in a 
dingy Sunset Strip nightclub,” with appearances by Ted Rooney 
(son of Mickey) and her “mentor,” Alice Cooper, played by the 
“unconvincing putz” Mike Adams, who uses “bad makeup anda 
corny leer.” “Astoundingly self-absorbed, mostly boring, but 
sometimes fascinating in that can’t-take-your-eyes-off-it car wreck 
way. This girl loves to go on and on about her past, her feelings, 
her ‘animal survival instincts.” “I feared that Llana would use 
this as a vehicle to promote stale ‘victim ideology,’ but was 
pleasantly surprised to find a touching and inspirational story of 
struggle, self-discovery and liberation. This woman has one hell 
of a life story, and being the self-absorbed exhibitionist she is, 
wants the world to know.” “This movie has an interesting premise, 
but becomes nothing more than an extended Geraldo. Llana, if 





nothing else, is a symbol of our times by her gross self- 
indulgence. The scene at her mother’s grave is 
watchable only as a parody of what Madonna did in 
her biopic.” “Lloyd deserves some kind of award for 
having the nerve to do this. She’s the Slim Whitman 
of rock music.” “I hope she doesn’t expect us to believe 
her groupie years were spent in ‘spiritual’ affairs with 
rock stars.” “Lloyd gives a campy but entertaining 
performance.” “Lloyd’s contrived, monotonic delivery 
adds some unintentional humor to lines like ‘When 
mother got plastered, she liked to put on her lace 
negligee and strip for the girls.” “Trite, unimagina- 
tive and far too long.” “A cross between Oprah and 
Inside Edition, and equally long-winded.” “This feels 
like a low-budget vanity project, and Lloyd makes one 
think of the Energizer Bunny. She just keeps going, 
and going, and going.” “MakesShogun look like a two- 
reeler.” “Lloyd tries so hard and achieves so little.” 
“The worst acting I’ve ever seen.” Minority opinion: 
“Enjoyable and compelling throughout. The film is 
especially interesting when focusing on Llana’s fam- 
ily life.” Two dead bodies. Three breasts. Cast: Llana 
Lloyd (herself, “hippie/groupie” Janice, her mother 
Gerry Lloyd), Angela Bowie (“pathetic,” “looks like 
Annie Lennox’s evil sister” as Angie Bowie), Diane 
Nelson (Bulldozer Dee), Tyler Bowe (Buck Brennon), 
Shelley Sachs Barsky (groupie Donna), Scarlet 
Fry (Jim Lindsay) Alana Lyn Lloyd (Llana Lloyd as 
a child), Anthony Fox (Pretty Boy Tarantula fan), 
Gerry Lloyd (herself, on talk shows and in home- 
movie footage), Seth “Chettie” Lloyd (father in 
home movies), Peter Detroit (schizophrenic father), 
Alexis Pepin (lesbian “Aunt Bunny”),Charli Haynes 
(lesbian “Aunt Marlene”),Deni Margo (lesbian “Aunt 
Gloria”), Jared Eden (Little Johnny), Diane 
MacMurray (girlfriend), Hustler Hairy (Bob Cash). 
Writer/Producer: Llana Lloyd. Director: Dick 
Campbell (“competent”). [To order, send $69.95 to 
Glitter Goddess Enterprises, P.O. Box 480093, Los Angeles, CA 
90048. 1991.] Overall rating: 80. 


PRE TINABURN 


“Mesmerizing” “gorgeous” “astounding” “video lava lamp” 
full of constantly merging colors and psychedelic shapes, “a 
spectacle of color and movement.” “These are computer-gener- 
ated images—swirls, orbs, fractals—that change and 
metamorphosize into new shapes and color, like a 1968 Grateful 
Dead poster come to life. No musical score, so you can add your 
own.” “Absolutely beautiful. You know how when your 8mm 
projector jams and it starts burning holes in the film? This 
reminds me of that. Visually stimulating and hypnotic. Maybe it 
produces alpha waves in your brain. I thought I saw the female 
reproductive system. Andy Warhol would have loved this!” “It 
should be seen on acid.” “The Jimi Hendrix I play to it, “Electric 
Ladyland,’ sure helps a lot. My mind wanders, and I’m sure that’s 
the whole point.” Minority opinions: “Not my bag, man. About as 
exciting as watching grass grow. Call me old-fashioned, but if you 
have a few more hours to kill, why not just take some LSD for an 
immensely more entertaining and enlightening experience?” 
“Some of it is stunning, but he seems locked into the same visual 
technique. Club owners in the seventies would have killed to get 
this on a big screen.” “How to get high on mathematical algo- 
rithms. Would be neat for 10 minutes, but at one hour, terminally 
boring and tedious.” Director: Frank Coleman. [Ray Vonne 
Filmworks. Available from Painless Distribution, 406-D Bryant, 





Self-worshipping Llana Lloyd goes on and on about her favorite 
subject—Llana Lloyd—in the strange but watchable autobiography 
Glitter Goddess of the Sunset Strip. 


Ojai, CA 93023. 1992.] Overall rating: 79. 


HERE NO SUN SHINES 


“Blurry, grainy” “boring and repetitive” hidden-camera docu- 
mentary about “New York City’s dark side’—whores, hustlers 
and homeless seen in their element, “in a nasty part of the city” 
after midnight. “There’s just not much to it. A nice idea, but the 
camera offers only a few fleeting glimpses of hookers’ butts and 
homeless people lying on the sidewalks, without ever making the 
viewer feel too involved.” “You would think that a whole lot of 
women walking around in lingerie waving at cars would be more 
interesting than this.” “New York’s ‘underside’ looks more like 
Jefferson City, Missouri, on a slow day.” “The camera seems to be 
carried at about waist level, giving the film an interesting per- 
spective. It could have been good if producer/director Michael 
DiPaolo had interviewed some of these people.” “I like the 
bobbing camera carried at thigh level. With all the shots of bent- 
over hookers, it’s like, yes, Butt-Cam.” “Insufferable ponderous 
synthesizer sound effect background music by Robert Previte.” 
“T love DiPaolo’s stuff, but this isn’t up to his standards.” Minority 
opinion: “DiPaolo’s conceptual vision is arresting—a true talent. 
A brash, adventurous approach to candid documentary-style 
video. The score is very effective at counterbalancing the jittery, 
kinetic camera work—a rolling, tonal rhythm.” Two breasts. [To 
order, send $14.95, with a statement that you are over 18 years 
old, payable to M. DiPaolo, c/o Chiaroscuro, P.O. Box 2503, New 
York, NY 10108. 1987.] Overall rating: 74. 
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Has your child been seen with a sticky computer screen? 


Oh, We Got Trouble! 


woman named Cathy Cleaver came on Court TV 

the other night and went on a harangue about 
computer networks being full of “filth and inde- 
cency.” She’s obviously in favor of the new censor-the- 
Internet law being debated in Congress. 

When it was pointed out to her that this was 
simply private individuals be- 
ing nasty to each other, she im- 
mediately said her goal was to 
“protect children.” 

Here we go again. 

Every proponent of censor- 
ship for the last 100 years has 
tried to censor in the name of 
children. 

Listen up. 

This should be obvious, but 
I’m gonna say it anyway. 

I’ve read every First 
Amendment article, book, docu- 
ment, dispute, right-wing rant, 
left-wing rant, attack on speech, 
defense of speech, and court 
opinion for the last twenty 
years, and nobody has ever ar- 
gued in favor of giving pornog- 
raphy to children. 

Nobody. 

Not once. 

So why does this keep coming up as an issue? 

In fact, the porno movie industry has done noth- 
ing but make offer after offer to voluntarily enforce 
more restrictions, to make certain that kids are pro- 
tected. The businessmen who make X-rated movies 
are so scared of being persecuted in court that they 
keep saying, “Tell us what to do. Tell us what kind of 
records to keep. Tell us what warnings to put on the 
video boxes. Tell us what kind of ID to get when we 
sell through the mail. Tell uswhatever you want, and 
we'll do it.” 





A few years back, the mother of Traci Lords 
admitted that Traci had made X-rated videos when 
she was underage. The response of the porno indus- 
try was swift and immediate. They didn’t just recall 
those videos. They destroyed em. Try to find one 
today. It’s impossible. 





In other words, the guys with a big financial 
stake in pornoalways do everything they can to keep 
it away from kids, and to keep kids from being 
involved in it. 

Now, on the Internet, we’re not even talking 
about big companies. In many cases we're talking 
about private individuals making up their own por- 
nography. 

If it’s between two adults, it’s already legal. 

If an adult sends pornoknowingly to a child, then 
it’s already a major crime. All you need to do is 
prosecute the guy under existing laws. 

So what is this all about? Really? 

It’s what it’s always been about. 

There are people, like Cathy Cleaver, who just 
don’t think the stuff should exist at all. This lady 
looked like she was more than capable of controlling 
what her child reads and watches, so I can’t help but 
think there’s a different motive here. 

She wants the stuff eliminated—for adults as 
well as kids. 

And that’s wrong. 

It was wrong when Queen Victoria was alive, 
and it’s still wrong today. 
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We always thought the old gal was a little loose in the knickers... 


Grandma’s in Prison 


y grandma’s favorite expression was “nekkid 
as a jaybird.” 

As in, “Remember that time we all went to 
Galveston, and we weren't watching little Julie, and 
I looked over there and she was nekkid as a jaybird, 
runnin around in her birthday suit.” 

And she would laugh, and Julie would scream, 
“Stop tellin that story.” 

And then Grandma would get 
out all these picture albums she ¢': 
had—of nekkid children. Nekkid 
when they were born at the hospi- 
tal, nekkid on the beach, nekkid in 
the bathtub, nekkid runnin around 
the house. And she would laugh 
and laugh and say “nekkid as a 
jaybird.” 

Allthese pictures, the Supreme 
Court has ruled, are now felonies. 

Just the possession of them is 
a felony. 

My sainted mother’s attic is 
chock full of illegal pornography, according to a 
decision the court handed down in January. 

What happened is a graduate student at Penn 
State was convicted of possessing three videotapes of 
young girls. They were dressed in bathing suits and 
“scanty apparel.” In fact, they weren’t even nekkid. 
But he was still convicted of possessing “child por- 
nography”’—and he got five years in jail. 

So he appeals this thing all the way to the 
Supreme Court. I actually wish they'd arrested my 
Grandma and let her appeal all the way to the 
Supreme Court, because she would have scared the 
bejabbers out of em. She would have set up a projec- 
tor and run one 8-millimeter home movie after 
another, saying, “Now here’s little Robbie nekkid as 
a jaybird. He loved being nekkid.” 

Anyhow, this thing gets to the Supreme Court, 
and the man from Penn State says, “This is not fair— 
they're not even nekkid.” 

And the Supreme Court looks over at the 
government’s top lawyer, Solicitor General Drew S. 
Days III, and the court says, “Well, what do you say 
about em not being nekkid?” 

And he thinks about it, and he files a brief, and 
he says, “You know what? Yov’re right. If the kids 
aren’t nekkid, it can’t really be child porno, can it?” 
So his brief agreed with the guy who was appealing. 

So the Supreme Court says, well, the law might 
not even apply to that guy. And the case gets sent 
back to the Third Circuit in Philadelphia. 

Meanwhile, all the conservatives in Congress 





start screaming, “Clinton likes child porno. Clinton 
is soft on child porno. Clinton’s lawyer went up to the 
Supreme Court and agreed with a child pornogra- 
pher.” 

And eventually all one hundred Senators voted 
for a resolution condemning the government’s brief. 
This, in itself, is amazing. There wasn’t one single 
Senator who could just honestly 
disagree, who could just say, 
“Well, it’s a complicated issue. 
Maybe the Solicitor General was 
just trying to be fair, and make 
sure that we don’t end up in- 
dicting Joe Bob’s grandma for 
keeping nekkid photos of her 
grandchildren.” 

There wasn’t even one guy 
who said this. 

So the Third Circuit decides 
to pretty much ignore what the 
Supreme Court said, and reaf- 
firm its original decision that 
the guy should be convicted and put in jail for five 
years. 

Then—here’s the strangest part of all—Janet 
Reno steps in. Janet “I Didn’t Mean to Burn Up All 
Them Waco Children” Reno disavows the brief of the 
Solicitor General and writes her own brief, saying 
she thinks the guy should go to prison, and that the 
videos are porno even though they just show kids in 
swimsuits. 

This time, 240 members of Congress also file 
their own brief with the Supreme Court. 

You can imagine how this grad student from 
Penn State is feeling at this point. I’ve heard of 
having a lot of lawyers against you, but this is 
ridiculous. 

So it goes back to the Supreme Court, and the 
Supreme Court turns down the appeal, with no 
comment. They do the cowardly thing. They send the 
guy to prison, but they don’t think they even have to 
explain why theyre doing it—after all this commo- 
tion. 

There were a few people on the side of the grad 
student: 

The American Booksellers Foundation for Free 
Expression. 

The Magazine Publishers of America. 

The American Civil Liberties Union. 

Joe Bob Briggs. 

And, turning over in her grave somewhere, Joe 
Bob’s grandma, who said: 

“They weren’t even nekkid as jaybirds!” 
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Whoa Joe!? 

In Bloodsucking Freaks, it was the”good doctor” 
who drew the cortex of “Blizzard” through that 
straw. It was little Ralphus who one-upped him by 
utilizing that freshly guillotined schoolgirl head to 
his satisfaction. He later got to similarly utilize real 
living heads, for real, in the hardcore obscurity Kate 
and the Indians. 

Terry Wharton 
Lancaster, O. 
Dear Terry: 

In other words, Ralphus didn’t suck the brain, 

the brain sucked Ralphus? 





Contest #1 


Terry A. Lawson of Middletown, Ohio: “I have 
been wondering, for years now, the title to a movie I 
saw on cable in the mid-eighties. It was set at a New 
Year’s Eve party/concert, and I think the title had 
‘party in it. Anyway, part of the movie revolved 
around this musician who is supposed to play that 
night. He is supposed to have been famous but hasn’t 
been heard from in years. When the limo gets to his 
house sent to pick him up, he and his lady are just 
sitting around, and they have been for a long time 
because they, and everything else, are covered in 
cobwebs. He doesn’t want to go to the party because 
he thinks he has ‘lost it,’ but then some simple little 
thing gives him an idea for a song. The rest of the 
movie is about the people backstage and the people 
coming in to see the show. There is this one guy who 
‘is’ an eight-foot ‘joint’ when he first walks in. Later 
he is only five feet tall, burning slowly on top, and is 
being chased by a fireman. At the time, I remember 
the movie being really funny, but I have never seen 
or heard of it since.” 


Contest #2 


Robert J. Chabot of Columbus, Ohio: “A while 
back, when I had cable, I saw an absolutely horrible 
movie that co-starred John Carradine. As I recall, 
the movie was set in Mexico and involved some type 
of inland lake monster and a local cement factory 


(located conveniently next to the aforementioned 
lake). I think there may have been some type of 
connection between the waste product from the 
cement factory and the monster’s existence—I can- 
not remember. John Carradine played the part of the 
local padre. I guarantee that this movie was the 
lowest point in Mr. Carradine’s career as he was 
forced(?) to speak all of his lines in one of the worst 
Spanish/Mexican/English accents I have ever heard. 
Additionally, the version of the movie I saw had some 
of the worst closing credits I have ever seen. The 
closing credits appeared to have been written by 
someone with a really old Magic Marker. (The open- 
ing/closing credits made it appear that the movie’s 
title changed about a zillion times.) Can you name 
this film?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the March 20 issue, Jim Garfield of San 
Diego, wrote: “I would like to know the name of every 
film based on the writings of the Marquis de Sade or 
featuring the Marquis as a character. I already know 
of Bloody Pit of Horror, Marat/Sade, Waxwork, and 
Jesus Franco’s Deadly Sanctuary.” 

We received 12 correct answers (any Marquis de 
Sade movie was counted as correct), so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Brett Taylor of Wartburg, Tennessee: “The 
most recent movie about the Marquis is the horror 
movie De Sade. The title was later changed to Tobe 
Hooper’s Nightmare and then Night Terrors. This 
was made in 1992 and starred Robert Englund, 
reteaming with director Hooper. The two had previ- 
ously done Eaten Alive (1976) together. The film’s 
story line is convoluted and takes place in both the 
modern day and the past. The film has yet to be 
released (except for bootleg copies). The only real 
attempt to do a straightforward screen biography of 
Sade so far has been De Sade (1969), which took 
advantage of relaxed censorship regarding sexuality 
on the screen. Keir Dullea starred along with sup- 
porting actors John Huston and Lilli Palmer. Sup- 
posedly Michael Reeves was being considered to 
direct before his untimely death. Cy Enfield is cred- 
ited as director, but in fact fell ill before the film’s 
completion. Various scenes were then shot by Roger 
Corman and Gordon Hessler. De Sade is said to be a 
pretty tepid affair and ran on the USA channel 
mostly uncut a few years ago. Sade’s myth has 
appealed to filmmakers more than his writings or 
life. Porno makers have been quick to capitalize on 
the French libertine’s scandalous reputation with 
films bearing dubious relationships to his works. 
Some of these titles include Philosophy in the Bou- 
doir, Monsieur de Sade, and supposedly even an 
entire series of ‘de Sade’ videos! In addition to the 
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surprisingly mild Justine (known in the U.S. as 
Deadly Sanctuary), Jesus Franco made some porno- 
graphic films allegedly inspired by de Sade, includ- 
ing Hugenie—The Story of Her Journey Into Perver- 
sion (1970) and De Sade 2000 (1982), both of which 
probably are of more interest to Franco completists 
(God help us if there are such people) than to Sade 
enthusiasts. Most of these films mainly just exploit 
Sade’s name for sensationalist value. Probably the 
filmmaker with the most serious interest in de Sade 
was Luis Bunuel. In his autobiography My Last Sigh 
Bunuel recounts the enormous impact Sade’s writ- 
ings had on him at an early age. Bunuel states that 
all other writers seemed less interesting than Sade. 
Strangely, Bunuel never made an outright adapta- 
tion of Sade’s life or works, possibly because such a 
film by Bunuel would have surely been banned 
completely. However, Bunuel did sneak in refer- 
ences to Sade in some of his films. L’age d’or (The 
Golden Age) (1930) ends with a short sequence 
inspired by Sade’s The 120 Days of Sodom. Bunuel 
actually managed to make the story more scandal- 
ous by making one of Sade’s debauched victimizers 
resemble Jesus Christ. When the film was shown in 
France, right-wing audience members started a riot. 
The film was then banned and remained difficult to 
see until its video release in the early eighties. In El 
(1952), a madman tries to sew up his wife’s vagina 
with a needle and thread, a scene which Bunuel 
probably got from Sade’sPhilosophy in the Bedroom. 
And in Bunuel’s The Milky Way (1970), the Marquis 
himself is shown torturing a young woman, presum- 
ably Sade’s much put-upon Justine. Bunuel claimed 
to be a follower of Sade all his life. Besides Bunuel, 
one of the few filmmakers to seriously approach Sade 
was the controversial Marxist critic/poet/novelist/ 
director Pier Paolo Pasolini, whose Salo, or The 120 
Days of Sodom (1975) is frequently cited as one of the 
most disgusting films ever. Pasolini updated Sade’s 
tale of decadence to fascist-era Italy. The movie is 
controversial and hard to find to this day. A scandal- 
ous aura was added to the film because of the lurid 
murder of Pasolini not long before the film opened.” 

Additional information came from our 11 run- 


ners-up . 





Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “The Skull 
(1965), with Peter Cushing and Christopher Lee, 
was based on Robert Bloch’s story ‘The Skull of the 
Marquis de Sade’; our hero manages to lose his head 
a couple of hundred years before the start of the 
picture and still finishes the. movie! Dungeons of 
Horror (1964) featured a Count De Sade, but any 
resemblance was purely imaginary.” 

Anthony Cole of Annapolis, Maryland: “There 
is a film called Marquis, which is a puppet film about 
the time De Sade spent in the Bastille before the 
French Revolution. It’s a very odd film, but wonder- 
fully made, and includes a talking penis (De Sade’s). 
By the way, it’s in French. It has a wonderfully 
touching scene at the end where De Sade and his 
penis go their separate ways, the penis wandering 
off into the distance while De Sade remains at his 
writing desk. The main conflict in the film has been 
between De Sade’s desire to be a writer and his penis’ 
desire to constantly have sex (the penis also passes 
some rather negative comments on De Sade’s writ- 
ing). So in the end they decide it just won’t work and 
they have to split up forever.” 

Tim Murphy of South El] Monte, California: 
“The de Sade-based/inspired films I can add are: 1) 
Eugenie (De Sade) (Liechtenstein {!}, 1970), directed 
by Jesus (Jess) Franco, starring Susann Korda (RN: 
Soledad Miranda), Paul Muller and Andre Montcall 
(RN: Andres Monales). Italian title: De Sade 2000. 
French title: Eugenie de Franval. 2) Plaisir a Trois 
(France, 1973) directed by Jesus Franco, starring 
Howard Vernon, Alice Arno (RN: Marie-France 
Broquet), and Robert Woods. Based on the novel 
Philosophy in the Boudoir. U.K. title: How to Seduce 
a Virgin. Spanish title: Ultra Tumba. 3) De Sade’s 
Juliette (France/Portugal, 1975) directed by Jesus 
Franco, starring Lina Romay, Carole Morelli, and 
Charlie Christian (RN: Alain Petit). Based on the 
novel Juliette. 4) Cocktail Special (France, 1978) 
directed by Jess Franco, starring Touxa Beni, Carole 
David and Karine Gambier. ‘From the writings of 
the Marquis de Sade.’ Yet another film about the 
character Eugenie. This is a hardcore porn film. 5) 
Eugenie, Hostoria de Una Perversion (Spain, 1980), 
directed by Jess Franco, starring Katja Bienert, 
Mabel Escano and Robert Foster (RN: Antonio 
Mayans). ‘Based on writings by the Marquis de 
Sade.’ USA video title: Erotismo. West German title: 
Lolita am Scheideweg. 6) Gemidos de Placer (Cries 
of Pleasure) (Spain, 1982), directed by Jess Franco, 
starring Lina Romay, Robert Foster and Rocio 
Freixas. ‘Based on writings by the Marquis de Sade.’ 
Whew! I hope Jim gets some use outta this!” 

Also answering correctly were Lawrence D. 
Bauer of Rochester, New York; Jim Casey of Ar- 
lington, Virginia; Robert del Valle of Troy, Michi- 
gan; Tom Hinckley of Studio City, California; Joel 
Spencer “J.S.” Horn of Brookfield, Illinois; Gre- 
gory Nicoll of Atlanta; Brent A. Richardson of 
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Columbus, Ohio; andL.A. Rollins of Port Townsend, 
Washington. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the April 3 issue, Lisa Small of Arlington, 
Virginia, asked about “some sort of vampire movie in 
which people were bitten on the wrist—a gay vam- 
pire flick?” 

We received 11 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Dean Helms of Merriam, Kansas: “The movie 
that Lisa is thinking of is National Lampoon’s Disco 
Beaver from Outer Space. This was aired on televi- 
sion in 1979 as a one-hour HBO special and was an 
hilarious parody of various TV programs. An off- 
screen couple flip up and down the channels and view 
such things as the title character whose wooden 
spaceship crashes in the middle of New York City and 
is forced to scour the unfriendly streets for edible 
wood, including stealing the peg-leg of an angry 


sailor. The plot line that Lisa remembers is called 
‘Drag-ula, Queen of the Night,’ which is about an 
effeminate vampire that frequents locker rooms and 
leather bars. The creature can only be repelled by 
hanging meat loaf over the doors, spraying Brut on 
him, or holding up a picture of Lloyd Bridges. This 
video stars Lynn Redgrave, and one of the writers 
was Harry Shearer of The Simpsons and Saturday 
Night Live. I’ve never seen this for sale from any 
video company or even seen it aired again past the 
early eighties.” 

Additional information came from our 10 run- 
ners-up... 

Rick Ramey of Montgomery, Alabama: “It was 
a string of old bits regurgitated from National Lam- 
poon (from when it was funny), including ‘Anita 
Bryant’s Ho-Mo No-Mo,’ a game show calledShow Us 
Your Tits (where winners stayed at the luxurious 
Casa De Morte), and, of course, ‘Dragula, Queen of 
Darkness.” 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggsis a close personal friend of mine.” Use the 
order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or XXL. 
Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 





Cueck Out Joe Bos’s THree B’s 
| (Books Binders ¢ Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob's J 


‘Body Shot’ Bonanza 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Body Shot’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the amazingly compli- 
cated erotic thriller, Body Shot, for only $10. Robert Patrick 
plays a pervert tabloid photographer/stalker who also hap- 
pens to be the hero. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


L 


L| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


C1 Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Body Shot 
video—$80 in foreign countries. 


Name Be ie eee ane 
Address 

City Se ee 
Charge Card # 


Check one: MC __ Visa ___ Exp. Date 
Signature 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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John Phelan of Irving, Texas: 
“When I was in the sixth grade, 
my friend, who had rather liberal 


parents, not only had HBO at his 


house but was also allowed to stay 
up as late as he wanted to on 
weekends. On Monday mornings 
at school he would regale us with 
stories about the Disco Beaver 
show. I remember being told about 
a game show segment called 
‘Breasts’ where the answer to ev- 
ery question was breasts and 
women punctuated their re- 
sponses by exposing their breasts. 
By the time my parents finally 
broke down and got HBO a couple 
of years later, Disco Beaver was 
long gone. I never got to see this 
show, but Iam still haunted by my 
friend’s tales and his singing the 
annoying theme song, “Disco Bea- 
ver, Beaver, Beaver...’ I thought 
I was the only one who remem- 
bered crap like this. Lisa Small, I 
feel your pain. Perhaps we can 
petition HBO to'dig some Disco 
Beaver shows out of their archives 
and show them instead of an ump- 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: 
People all over the world send Joe 
Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it 
away at random, like Robin Hood. 
He doesn’t give it to the first person 
whoasks for it. He gives it to the first 
person he notices who asks for it. 
This means whatever letter happens 
to be at the top of the stack when- 
ever we open the mail. No dealers. 
Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive 
no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Books 

1990 Selective Shopping Guide to 
Europe by Joseph and Judith Raff, Sell 
Yourself To Science by Jim Hogshire, 
Shampoo Planet by Douglas Coupland, 
Sixty-two:A Model Kit by Julio Cortazar, 
Slaughter-House Five by Kurt Vonnegut, 
Jr., The Spike by Arnaud de Borchgrave 
and Robert Moss,Spook by Steve Vance. 

Videos 

The Terror Within 2 starring An- 
drew Stevens; Terrorgram; Test Tube 
Teens from the Year 2000 starring Ian 
Abercrombie and Morgan Fairchild; 
That’s My Baby with Timothy Webber; 
They Came From Fandom. 





teenth rerun of Home Alone 2.” 

Also answering correctly were 
J. Scott Bushey of Westerville, 
Ohio; George Cohn of Tucson, 
Arizona; Lee Ethridge of League 
City, Texas; Gary Loffler, Jr., of 
Denver; Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California; Duane 
Pontius of Newark, Delaware; 
Jeff Schlein of Hackensack, New 
Jersey; and Michael Schwartz 
of Reseda, California. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
Place a personal ad or message, 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 


. price! - 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


JOE BOBS 


classifieds 





Events 


First Annual Cacophony Drive-In Movie 
Short Film Video Festival. Send SASE for 
special instructions: P.O. Box 881911, San 
Francisco, CA 94188. 


Catalogs 


Real human skulls! Real human bones! T- 
shirts, masks, serial killers, soundtracks, 
posters, model kits, trading cards, coffins 
and more! Over 5,000 total items including 
over 2,000 of the best and bloodiest uncut 
videos at the best prices anywhere! The 
1995 world famous Catalog of Carnage, 
Vol.7. Over 170 full-sized pages. The big- 
gest horror catalog in the world. $5 to Foxx 
Entertainment, 327 W. Laguna, Tempe, AZ 
85282. 


Wanted 


Research/collector wants on video: 
Storyville (1974), VCII release directed by 
J. Weis; A Time to Die (1988); Tarnished 
Angels (1955); Betrayed Women (1955); 
Mysterious Crossing (1936); other rare films 
made in Louisiana. L. Dore, P.O. Box 935, 
Abbeville, LA 70510 or call 318-893-8642. 
Wanted: Mars Saga computer game (IBM 
or Commodore 64). Send computer type and 
price to: Jim Jumper, 15 Rockaway Dr., 
Camp Hill PA 17011. 


Video Trades 


Videos for trade. Your list gets mine. Mark 
Harrison, 13237 Montfort Dr. #639, Dallas, 
TX 75240. 
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